Verses 


THE  LIBRARY 

OF 

THE  UNIVERSITY 

OF  CALIFORNIA 

LOS  ANGELES 


»*►. 


8G1865 


TO     MY     MOTHER. 

{18  8  2). 

Ever  dear,  ever  dear, 

Since  that  break  of  day 
When,  a  helpless,  wondering  babe, 

In  your  arms  I  lay  ! 
Gently  did  you  kiss  my  brow, 

And  flirt  with  my  small  hand  : — 
There  was  a  meaning  in  those  acts  " 

Even  1  could  understand. 

Ever  dearer,  you  the  prop, 

And  I  the  fragile  bine  : 
Deai'er,  dearer  now,  your  love 

All  overgrown  with  mine. 
Good  and  evil  (so  to  speak) 

We  have  shared  together  : 
Many  a  day  of  gale  or  frost  ; 

Many  of  halcyon  weather. 

Ever,  ever  near  and  dear, 

Let  what  may  betide  ! 
Little  do  I  dread  or  miss 

While  you  are  by  my  side. 
Where  you  are,  there  is  my  heart  : 

'Tis  yours  in  every  beat ! 
Where  you  are,  there  is  my  home  : 

No  spot  on  earth  so  sweet. 

John  Warren  White. 
Private.  October,  1898. 


DULCE  DOMUM. 


0  for  the  rest,  the  joy  of  home ; 

Its  homeliness ;  that  dear  sheepfold  ! 
Sweeter  than  honey  from  the  comh, 

And  precious  heyond  gems  or  gold. 

The  rest,  the  joy,  the  homeliaess, 

The  heavenliness  ;  0  true  stronghold  ! 

0  heavenly  home  whereto  I  press ! 

Love  is  the  honey  in  Life's  comb ; 
And  mutual  faith  is  Life's  fine  gold. 

John  Warken  White. 
Private.  July,  1899. 


I'Tian  I'     ^i; 


M.A.W. 


-:o:- 


In  the  watches  of  the  night, 

How  my  heart  cries  out  for  thee ! 

In  the  visions  of  the  night, 
Thy  face  once  more  I  see, 

As  when  we  were  together. 

In  the  visions  of  the  night, 

Again  I  hear  thee  speak. 
In  the  watches  of  the  night, 

The  tear  invades  my  cheek : 
Thou  art  gone  I  know  not  whither. 

In  the  watches  of  the  night, 

Black  clouds  are  between  us  driven. 

In  the  visions  of  the  night, 

Thou  art  a  star  in  heaven — 

Shining  down  to  guide  me  thither  ! 

John  Waeeen  Whitb. 
Private.  April,  1899. 


IN  PACE  PER  CHRISTUM. 


Three  in  one  grave, 
And  slovp-ly  crumbling  into  dust ! 
But  they,  while  here,  in  Him  did  trust 

Who  died  to  save. 


So  now,  forgiven, 
They  rest  in  bliss,  expectant  of 
The  full  fruits  of  redeeming  love 

Three  in  one  heaven. 


Private.  John  Warbek  White, 

November,  1899. 


OLD   FRIENDS. 


The  old  is  better  than  the  new — 
Old  wine,  old  books,  old  friends  ! 

New  friends  are  many,  old  are  few  ; 
And  scarceness  value  lends. 


No  mask  need  old  friends  don  or  doff, 
To  suit  Fate's  knells  or  chimes. 

New  friends  are  welcome  on  and  off ; 
But  old  friends  at  all  times. 


For  keen  joy  with  old  love  that  blends, 

New  love  but  bluntly  cheers. 
New  friends  may  share  our  smiles  ;  old  friends 

Alone  can  dry  our  tears. 

John  Wakken  White. 

June,  1398. 
Private. 


WHAT  IT  ALL  COMES  TO. 


The  wild  young  bee,  intent  on  change, 
From  flower  to  flower  delights  to  range ; 
The  old  bee  chooses  one  sweet  flower, 
And  there  sips  on  from  hour  to  hour. 

Ev'n  so  in  youth  love  runs  to  waste, — 
From  friend  to  later  friend  we  haste ; 
But  spared  in  age  some  one  tried  friend, 
We  hold  his  hand  fast  to  the  end. 


John  Waeren  White, 
Private.  December,  1898. 


HEAVEN  UPON  EARTH. 

Children,  little  boys  and  girls, 
With  their  cheeks  so  bloomy, 

Their  bright  eyes  and  golden  curls, 
Angels  they  seem  to  me. 

On  the  bread  of  love  they  feed ; 

Milk  of  joy  their  strength  is  : 
Life  is  good  :  they  do  not  heed 

What  its  breadth  or  length  is. 

All  in  sport  they  take  the  frown 
Of  the  world's  stern  battle  ; 

And  the  noise  of  sin  they  drown 
With  their  merry  prattle. 

Tears  to  them  are  free  from  pain  : 
They  but  shed  a  few  drops ! 

If  they  weep,  they  smile  again — 
Flowers  more  sweet  for  dew-drops. 

Whether,  then,  they  smile  or  weep, 
Each,  in  turn,  well  pleases. 

Little  children  aye  may  keep 
At  the  feet  of  Jesus. 


Oh,  amid  the  clouds  of  years. 
Saddening  and  bewildering, 

Still  to  me,  undimm'd,  appears 
Jesus  with  the  children  ! 

John  Waeren  White. 
Private.  February,  1894. 


THE  CHILDREN. 


He  set  a  young  child  in  the  midst ;  and  well  may  we 

do  as  Christ  did  : 
The  poet,  the  saint,  or  the  hero  in  each  tiny  form  may 

lie  hid. 

One  hour  with  a  child,  kindly  spent,  is  worth  two  with 

the  sagest  of  men  : 
Higher  rises  the  mirth  of  Six-years  than  the  wisdom  of 

Threescore-and-ten. 

Let  the  little  ones  still  play  in  Eden  :  oh,  mar  not  their 

joy  with  dark  hints  ! 
If  thou  tempt  not,  who  knows  but  the  Tempter-in-chief 

will  leave  there  no  footprints  ? 

To  excite  in  a  child's  heart  distrust  where  by  instinct 

it  fearlessly  clings, 
Is  like  taking  the  bloom  off  the  grape,  or  the  meal  off 

the  butterfly's  wings. 

Would' st  thou  learn  what  in    Childhood  is  best  ?  Be 

thyself  as  a  child  for  the  nonce  : 
Then  thy  words  will  drop  sweetly,  and  soon  thou  shalt 

hear,  as  from  Heaven,  a  response. 

The   stars,  and  the   flowers,  and  the   birds,  and  the 

children, — lo,  God  made  them  all ! 
How  good  must  He  be !  yea,  how  lovely  !  Upon  Him 

with  praise  let  us  call ! 

When  the  young  die — their  quick,  pliant  arms  all  too 

slight  Death's  rude  current  to  stem — 
Perchance  'tis  that  God  wants  new  angels,  to  guard  us, 

by  Him  loved  and  them. 

John  Wabeen  White. 
Private.  May,  1899. 


CAROL. 

On  Christmas-clay,  far  up  in  Heaven, 

The  bells  ring  loud  and  clear. 
To  celebrate  man's  sins  forgiven 

When  God  to  man  came  near — 
So  near ! — 
Owning  a  mother  dear. 

The  shepherds,  from  the  moonlit  grass, 

Heard  angels  o'er  them  sing  ; 
And  'star-led'  magi  on  did  pass, 

To  hail  their  King — our  King — 
Earth's  King- 
Heaven's  King,  who  grace  did  bring. 

0  bright  of  light  the  diadem, 

0  white  the  robe  as  snow, 
Clothing,  crowning,  in  Bethlehem, 

That  Victor  of  our  foe  ! 
'Twas  so 
God  did  His  glory  show. 

His  glory  and  His  love  'twas  thus 

God  manifested  : — He 
Re-made,  who  had  created  us  — 

'  From  sin  to  set  us  free' — 
That  we 
His  children  true  might  be. 

That  hour  has  long  since  pass'd  away, 

As  year  has  followed  year, 
But  still  in  Heaven,  each  Christmas-day, 
The  bells  ring  loud  and  clear  ; 

For  here. 
On  earth,  as  far  up  there, 
God  aye  to  man  is  near  — 

How  near ! 
And  man  to  God  is  dear — 
So  dear ! 

John  Waeeen  White. 
Private.  Christmas,  1897. 


AN   OLD   RHYME. 

Self-contain'd,  the  poet  wauilers  tliro'  the  motley  crowd, 
Touching    shoulders  with  the  humble,   shrinking  from  the 

proud  ; 
Yet  he  rings,  for  all  to  hear,  who  will,  in  church  or  mart, 

Peals  of  music. 

Golden  music — 
pjals  of  golden  music  from  the  belfry  of  his  heart. 


Where  dear  friends  together  meet,  the  pensive  or  the  gay  ; 
Wheresoever,  each  from  each,  they  slowly  turn  away  ; 
There  the  poet  scatters  round  them,  as  they  join  or  part, 

Old-time  echoes, 

Lingering  echoes — 
Lingering,  old-time  echoes  from  the  chamber  of  his   heart. 


Oft  is  he  at  marriage-feasts,  and  aye  by  dying-beds  : 
'Mid  the  tumult  and  the  calm,  with  equal  step  be  treads  : 
And  he  ever  trims  the  torch,  and  ever  blunts  the  dart ; 

Ringing  softly, 

Loudly  ringing — 
Ringing  peals  of  music  from  the  belfry  of  his  heart. 

John  Waeren  White. 


Private.  October,  1898. 


u  ': 


THESE  THREE.' 


As  a  warrior,  Eaith  presses  on, 

Sword  in  hand,  and  with  helmet  and  shield ; 
He  knows,  ere  the  daylight  be  gone, 

He  must  conquer,  or  die,  on  that  field. 

Hope  stands  by  the  brave  hero's  side, 

And  cheers  him  with  smile  and  with  song ; 

His  blue-eyed,  his  true-hearted  guide. 
She  drives  the  war-chariot  along. 

Dear  Love  in  the  strife  never  vies, — 
Her  means,  like  her  wants,  are  so  few ; 

But  she  spreads  her  hands  over  her  eyes, 
And  the  old  world  is  merged  in  the  new. 


John   Warren   White, 
Private.  April,  1870. 


HA  YMAKINO. 


-:o:- 


Amid  the  pleasant  summer  lanes, 
Ere  daylight  into  twilight  wanes, 
About  me,  as  I  onward  stray, 
There  lurks  the  smell  of  new-mown  hay. 

This  fragrance  I  trace  home  with  ease ; 
For,  in  between  the  wild-rose  trees, 
A  gate,  that  at  a  touch  doth  yield, 
Admits  me  to  a  merry  field. 

Heap  after  heap,  row  upon  row, 
And,  save  in  colour,  like  to  snow 
Swept  up,  the  issue  I  espy 
Of  kind  skies  and  good  husbandry. 

The  men  and  boys  they  whistle  blithe, 
While  trailing  rake  or  handling  scythe; 
The  girls  they  make  the  haycocks  neat. 
Then  laugh, — and  all  the  air  is  sweet. 

From  such  delights  I  soon  must  pass, 
Cut  down,  and  borne  away,  like  grass; 
Yet,  while  they  are  within  my  view, 
I'll  muse  on  what  they  point  unto  : — 

Choice  odours  from  a  World  unseen  ; 
Our  own  world  the  obscuring  screen  ; 
A  break  therein,  a  gate  that  yields  ; 
Then  service  in  Elysian  fields. 

John  Warren  White. 
Private.  June,  1899. 


THE  SEASONS. 


A  flush  of  tender  verdure ;  and,  anon, 

White  and  pink  blossoms  ;  and  the  birds  a-singing. 

Everywhere  flowers  ;  foliage  everywhere  : 

The  yellow  sunshine  to  the  green  earth  clinging. 

Here  Nature,  pleased,  puts  her  best  jewels  on. 
Then  disarrays  herself  with  wistful  grace. 

There  lieth  she  as  in  a  trance, — her  hair 

Unbound, — the  frost  of  death  on  her  pale  face. 


Private.  John  Wareen  White, 

November,  1899. 


ON  TWO  FAVOURITE  CATS. 


Dear  little  Ty-Ty, 

With  your  pretty  bright  eye, 
And  your  warm  heart  all  astir ! 

How  sadly  do  I  miss  you  ! 

I  long  to  stroke  and  kiss  you ; 
But  I'll  see  no  more  your  plume-like  tail, 
Nor  hear  your  strenuous  purr. 

II. 

When  Sambo  died,  no  change  of  mien 

Was  to  my  heart  a  key  ; 
But,  ever  since,  the  world  has  been 

A  lonelier  world  to  me. 


Private.  John  Waeeen  White, 

June,  1896. 


d'  ALBEVTLLE. 


The  parish  of  Tane}'  includes  hill  and  valle}', 
But  its  one  matchless  gem  is  the  park  of  Ballah'. 
Here  dwelt,  many  3ears  ago,  John  White,  Esquire  ; 
'"A.  counsel-at-law  and  my  own  good  grandsire. 
Full  simple  was  he,  on  a  week-day  like  Monday, 
But  he  put  on  some  state  for  his  duty  on  Sunday, 
And  ere  the  bell  ceased  he  would  walk  like  a  lord  in, 
And  gaze  all  around, — every  inch  a  churchwarden. 

Inclined  to  home  rule,  he  espoused  in  his  heyday 

A  well-dowered,  handsome,  Kilkenny  young  lady  ; 

And  the  heralds,  by  no  idle  claim  ever  led,  agree 

That  the  bride's  fair  blue  eyes  were  less  blue  than  her 
pedigree  : 

Of  Celt  and  of  Norman,  in  equal  parts,  blended. 

On  both  sides  from  royalty  she  was  descended. 

As  to  John  White,  his  hat  he  preferred  to  a  coronet, 
Yet  was  marquis  and  count,  and  moreover  a  baronet ; 
And  in  term  time — I  speak  without  any  conundrum — ■ 
He  brought  to  the  Four  Courts  clear  sunshine  from 
Dundrum. 

John  Warren  White, 

October,  1899. 
Private. 
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OUT     AND    ABOUT. 

The  following  verses  are  brief  notes  of  a  trip  I  once  took  in  the  month 
of  June,  leaving  London  on  a  Tuesday  morning  and  returning  the  next 
Saturday  night.  My  "dragon-fly  "  was  a  sort  of  aerial  toy.  While  I  was 
on  the  Cop,  at  Chester,  watching  the  fishermen  with  their  nets,  a  little 
dog  came  up  and  made  friends  with  me.  I  flung  my  new  walking-cane 
into  the  river,  to  tempt  the  canine  creature  to  go  after  it,  but  the  stick 
sank  and  disappeared.  In  a  private  field  near  Gresford  I  fell  in  with  a 
husbandman  who  said  I  was  trespassing  and  called  me  names.  Of 
course  I  then  fell  out  with  him. 

The  bells  of  Gresford  (I  know  nothing  of  the  belles)  are  the  sweetest 
I  have  ever  heard.  On  the  occasion  alluded  to  they  rang  out  a  triple- 
bob-major,— presumably  in  honour'  of  my  arrival,— and  were  answered, 
in  the  distance,  by  the  fine  bells  of  Wrexham.  As  to  the  Llangollen 
hai^per,  he  sat  in  the  entrance-hall  of  the  hotel  and  entertained  the  guests 
with  old-fashioned  melodies ;  some  of  which  caused  the  mouths  of  the 
listeners  to  expand,  while  others  brought  a  species  of  mist  into  their 

eyes. 

.1.  W.  d'Albeville. 

March,  1896. 

Round  Chester  walls  I  twice  did  walk  ; 

And  then,  to  end  the  day  with, 
Down  to  the  Roodee  sauntered  I, 

My  dragon-fly  to  play  with. 

To  Eccleston  by  water  borne, 

I  came  back  through  the  meadows  : 
How  sweet  and  fair  the  wild-flowers  were, 

With  all  the  lights  and  shadows  ! 

That  evening,  on  the  Cop,  I  had 

A  good  time,  and  no  gammon  : 
The  dragon-fly  it  soared  on  high  ; 

The  dog  did  bound,  the  stick  was  drowned. 
And  the  fishers  caught  a  salmon. 

To  Wrexham  then  my  steps  I  turned  ; 

The  Wynnstay  Arms  received  me  : 
A  farmer,  with  a  long  pitchfork, 

At  Gresford,  slightly  grieved  me. 

But  Gresford's  bells  made  full  amends 

For  rudeness  of  the  people  ; 
And  still,  at  every  pause,  came  clear 

The  chimes  of  Wrexham  steeple. 


Ruabon  next  I  visited  ; 

And  Wynnstay-park  I  strolled  in  : 
From  chasing  the  wild  creatures  there 

Myself  I  scarce  could  hold  in. 

Llangollen  then  ;  the  hills  around  ; 

The  luncheon  and  the  harper  ; 
The  walk  to  Valle  Crucis,  which 

My  appetite  made  sharper. 

The  steep,  slow  climb  up  Castell  Bran  ; 

And,  when  I  reached  the  summit, 
Height  over  height  the  glorious  view 

That  opened  on  me  from  it. 

Then  dinner  at  the  Hand  hotel, 

Or,  rather,  a  tea  dinner. 
With  viands  nice  in  taste  and  smell 

To  please  the  man  that's  inner. 

The  harp  once  more,  the  old  Welsh  harp, 
While  I  stowed  away  my  rations  : 

'Twas  dear  "  Sweet  Jenny  Jones  "  this  time, 
With  melting  variations. 

Anon,  the  train  to  Birkenhead  ; 

The  boat  across  the  Mersey  : 
Then  Liverpool,  that  great  sea-port, 

Which  who  admires  not,  errs  he. 

New  Brighton  is  a  sandy  place. 

And  leafy  is  Rock  Ferry. 
— Upon  the  whole,  no  gamesome  boy 

A  five-days'  trip  could  more  enjoy  ; 
So  brisk  was  I,  and  merry. 
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